m 

M 



It would not ou,t at windows, nor at doorcs, 
There is fo hot a Cummer in my bofome, * 
That all my bowels crumble vp to duft • 
I am a fcribled forme drawne with a pen 
Vpon aParchment, and againfl: this fire 
Do I ftuinke vp. 

Hen. How fares your.Maiefty ? 
lob. Poyfoud, ill fare : dead, forfooke, caft off, 
And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thruft his ycie fingers in my maw ; 
Nor let my kingdomes Ri uers. take their courfe 
Through my burn'd bofomc : nor intreat the North 
To make his bleake windes kiffe my parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold. I do not aske you much, 
I begge cold comfort : and you are fo ftraight 
And fo ingratcfull, you deny me that. 

Hen. Oh that there were fume vertue in my tearcs, 
That might releeuc you. 

lobn. The fait in them is hot. 
Within me is a hell, and there the poyfoi? 
Is, as a fiend, confin'd to tyrannize, 
On vnrepreeuable condemned blood. 

Enter "Baftard. 
Baft. Oh, I am fcaldcd with my violent motion 
And fpleene of fpeede, to fee your Maicfty. 

John. Oh Cozen, thou art come to fct mine eye: 
The tackle of my heart, is crack'd and burnt, 
And all the fhrowds wherewith my life fhould faile 
Are turned to one thred, one little haire : 
My heart hath one poore firing to ftay it by, 
Which holds but till thy newes be vttcrcd, 
And then all this thou feeft, is but a clod, 
And module of confounded royalty. 

'Baft. The Dolphin is preparing hither-ward, 
Where heaucn he knowes ho w we (hall anfwer him. 
For in a night the belt part of my powrc, 
As I vpon aduantage did rcmoue, 
Were in the Wafoes all vnwarily, 
Deuourcd by the vnexpc&ed flood. 

Sal. You breath thefe dead newes in as dead an care 
My Liege, my Lord : but now a King, now thus, 
Hen. Euen fo mart I run on, and cuen fo flop . 
What furety of the world, what hope, what flay, 
When this was now a King, and now is clay ? 

'Baft. Art thou gone fo ? I do but ftay bchinde, 
To do the office for thee, of reuenge, 
And then my foule (hall vvaite on thee to hcauen. 
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As it on earth hath bene thy feruant ftili. 
Now,noWyou Starres, that moue in your right 
Where be your po wres? Shew now your mend \ !?!* 
And inftantiy returne with me againe. *^ 
Topufli deftru<Stion,and perpetual! Chame 
Out of the weake doore of our fainting Land - 
Straight let vs fecke, or ftraight we fliaJl b c f 0 L 
1 ne Dolphine rages at our vcrie heeles. 5 ' 

Sal. It feemcs you know not then fo much 
The Cardinall Pandulph is within at reft, c » 
Who halfe an houre fince came from the DolnrT 
And brings from him fuch offers of our peace ^ 
As we with honor and rtfpeix may take * 
With purpofe prefently to leaue this warre 

'Baft. He will the rather do it, when he fees 
Our felucs well fine w'd to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, 'tis in a manner done already 
For many carriages hce hath difpatch'd 
To the fea fide, and put his caufe and qcarrcll 
To the difpofing of the Cardinall, 
With whom your felfe, my felfe, and other Lord 
If you thinke mcete, this afternoone will poaft $) 
Toconfummatc this bufincfTe happily. 

Baft. Let it be fo, and you my noble Prince I 
With other Princes that may beft be fpafd 3 
Shall waite vpon your Fathers Funerall. f 

Hen. At Worfter muft his bodie be interr'd 
For fohe will'dit. 1 

Baft. Thither (hall it then, 
And happily may your fweet felfe put on 
The lineall ftate, and glorie of the Land, 
To whom with all fubmifsion on my knee, 
I do bequeath my faithfull feruices 
And true fubie&ion cuerlaftingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of our loue wee make 
To red without a fpot for euermore. 

Hen. I haue a kinde foule,that would giucthantci 
And knowes not how to do it, but with teares, , 

'Baft. Ohletvspaythetime:burncedfullwoe 
Since it hath beene before hand with our greefes. * 
This England neuer did, norneucr fliall 
Lye*at the proud foote of a Conqueror, 
I But when it firft did helpe to wound it felfe. 
Now, thefe her Princes arc come home againe, 
Come the three corners of the world in Armci, 
Q And wc foall ^ocke them : Naught mall make ?i rue 
If England to it felfe, do reft but true. Sxmi 
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The lifeanddcath of King Richard 

the Second. 


Alius Trimus, Scasna Trima. 



nut King Richard, hhn of Gaunt, with other Nobles 
and Attendants. 

Kin? Richard. 

Id lehn of gaunt, time-honoured Lancalter, 
Baft thou according to thy oath and band 
Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold fori : 
Hcere to make good ^boiftrouslate appeale, 
Which then our ley fure would not let vs heare, 
Aeainft the Duke of Norfolkc, Thomas Mowbray > 
Gaunt. ihaucmyLicge. 

Kino. Tell me moreoucr,haft thou founded him, 
If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice, 
Or worthily as a good fubic&ftiould _ 
On fomeknowne ground of treachene in him. 

Count. As necre as .1 could fift him on that argument, 
On fome spparant danger feene in him, 
Avm'd at your HighneiTe, no inucterate malice. 

'Kin. Then call them to our prefence face to face, 
And frowning brow to brow, our felucs willhcarc 
Th'accufe^and thcaccufed, freely fpeake; 
Highftomack d are they both, and full of ire, 
In rage, deafe as the fea; haftic as fire. 

Enter Bullingbrooke and Mowbraj. 

Tfol. Many yeares of happy dayes befall 
My gracious Soucraigne, my moftlouing Liege. 

M<w. Each day ftill better others happmclTe, 
Vntillthcfeeaucns cnuying earths good hap, 
Adde an immortall title to your Crownc, 

King. We thanke you both, yet one but flatters vs, 
As well appeareth by the caufe you come, 
Namely, to appeale each other of high trcafon. 
Coofin of Hereford, what defft thou obie6t 
Againfl: the Duke <ff Norfolkc, Thomas 'Mowbraj ? 

Bui. Firft;heaucn be the record to my fpeech, 
In the<leuotionof a fubieds loue, 
Tendering the precious fafetic of my Prince,* 
And free from other misbegotten hate, 
Come I appealant to rhis Princely prefencc. 
Now Thomas Mowbray do I turnc to thee, 
And marke my greeting well : for what I (pcake^ 
My body (hall make good vpon this earth, 
Of my dtoiac foule a^f^nerkin lajaucm 
Thou art^ Traitor, and* feftfeream $ 
Too good to be fo,*nd «o& tafa&ftM, 
Since the more fan* anflirf«if|^i^be «kk, 


The vglicr fceme the cloudes th at in it flyc : 
Once more, the more to aggrauate thcoote, 
With a foulc Traitors name ftuffe I thy throtc, 
And wifh (fo plcafe my Soueraigne) ere I moue, 
What my tong fpcaks,my right drawn fword may prouc 

Mow. Let not my cold words hecrc accufe my zeale: 
Tis not the triall of a Womans warre, 
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine : 
The blood is hot that muft bc cool'd for this* 
Yet can I not of fuch tame patience boaft, 
As to bc hufht, and nought at all to fay. 
Firft the faire reuerence of your HighneiTe curbes mce, 
From giuing rcines and fpurres to my free fpeech, 
Which elfc would poft, vntill it had return \3 
Thefe tearmes of trcafon, doubly downe his throat. 
Setting afide his high bloods royalty, 
And let him be no Kinfman to my Liege, 
I do defic him, and 1 fpit at him, 
Call him a flanderous Coward, and a Villainc : 
Which to maintainc, I would allow him oddes^ 
And meetc him, were I tide to runne ?.fpote, 
Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpcs, 
Or any othej ground inhabitable, 
Where euer Enghfhman durft fet his foote* 
Meant time, let (his defend my loyaltie, 
By all my nopes moft falfely doth he lie. 

^/.Patc trembling Coward,thcre I throw my gage, 
Difclaiming hcere the kindred of a King, 
And lay afide my high bloods Royalty, 
Which feare, not reuerence makes thee to except. 
If guilty dread hath left thee fo much ftrength 5 
As to take vp mine Honors pawnc, then ftoope. 
By that, and all the rites of Knight-hood elfc, 
Will I make good againft theearmc to arme, 
What I haue fpoken, or thou canft deuife. 

Mow. I take it vp, and by that fword I fwearc, 
Which gently laid my Knight-hood on my fhouldcr, 
He anfwer thee in anyrYtre degree, 
Or Chiualrous defigne of knightly triall : 
And when I mount, aline may I not light, 
If I beTraitor,or vniuftly fighr. 

King . What doth our Cofm lay to Mowbraies charge i 
It muft be great that can iriherite vs, 
Somuch as ofa thought of Ulinhim. 

'Bul.Lookc What 1 (aid,my life flball prooc it true, 
That Mowbray hath receiu'd eight thoufandNoblcs, 
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